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SIR JOHN BUT T. 
ACT I. SCENE I 
 Difcbſes « ſmall Al: boufe in London, crowded with Laur- 


Licarszs, Borchers, Barz, Carmer-SwE8raRS, 
and Womzy, &c. &c. fitting late at night. 


* 


2 


Bureckzx. 


I gay a Butther is the very worſt buſineſs going. 1 
wiſh by the Lord, Ke hang' d 932393 | 
a Butcher, N | 

Baker. eye Taker bse 
er—and I lay my Feather's in hell TOY me 'pren- 
tice to a baker, 

Chimney Sweep. Giada) gemmen, my maſters, ray. 
gemmen; only look here at theſe two gemmen, a quarrel 
ling which of them ſhall be ſtary'd firſt. They are both fo 
fat they can hardly crawl—for all the world like two bags 
of ſoot. They both wiſh they had been hang'd before they 
were bound to two of the beſt buſineſſes in London As 
ein A for 


* 
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for that there Butcher, he never kill'd a hog half ſo fat as 
himſelf. ( Beating the table with a quart-pot. 7 I lay, 
Jack, Jack! D'ye hear boy? | 
Boy. Coming, ſi 
Sweep. (To the boy.) Let's have a pot between this 


5 here gemmen and I. I do likes a drop of good porter. I 
never complains of my trade! Not I—Thof', God knows 


what jt is to lie half an hour at a door, of a cold froſty 
morning, afore we can get the damn'd lazy cook wench to 
let us in—And when our buſineſs is done, damme—they 
wont ſpare us. a. draft of the ſmall—to clear our throats, 
But I never complains not I—damme ! 

Lamp Lighter. Nor I neither! For what's the uſe of 
complaining ? / That there porter*s long a coming.) Look 
ſharp there, Jack; lets have the porter. Now we ſhould 
be ruined if we were as fat as thoſe there grumbling fel- 


lows. I gets many a good tumble. Laſt night, there d'ye 


ſee, there was a damn'd ſon of a bitch of a Welch porter, 


run his load right againſt my ladder—right ſmack againſt 
it! d'ye ſee, while T was aloft a-trimming the wick—D'ye 


mind? 
im. Sqweep. That was hard now, damn'd hard, 


Calling to the boy.) Ho! Jack, look ſharp there. 


Lamp L. So, d'ye ſee? the pavement being wet, down 


comes II and ladder and all! ſmack ! right ſmack ] into 


the kennel! (calling. ) Ho, boy! 
. , Chim. Saerip. That was bard !, damn'd hard now! 
0 Bring that firong ! dammit, the boy's aſleep.) | 

Land Lady. (To. the " boy: " Dick! Why don't you 
mind? 


ou 
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mind? {To the Sweep.) Yes, fir! coming fir,—in a wh 
nute, fir—come Dick, jump about there— -. 

Lamp L. Well, then, ſo do you ſee, I fell right fnack 
on the top of my noſe here — CI wiſh that porter <vas 
come. | 

Chim. Sweep. That was a Eh,— wasn't it 7 
Vou ſee now, if you had been as fat as that there Butcher, 
you waud have burſt like a rotten orange, woudn't you? 

Lamp. L. Well, chen —there lays I; but the devil a 
one woud lend a hand to pull me up! But a parcel of 
damn'd boys got about me, and ſet up a laughing at me 
—( Lamp. Lighter's wife, with a Child in one arm, and a 
Baſket in the other, landing by and liſining. )--- 

Wife. Od rot thoſe boys! they're the very plague in 
Smock Alley ! I can't dry a diſh-clout for them. 

Lamp L. Now, what the devil has ſet your tongue a- 
wagging ?—When once my wife begins a gabbing, the devil 

can't ſtop her—Go home, I ſay; can't you get home: "mY 
be with you preſently —— 

Wife. Come along theo, or I'll be oblig'd to fetch you, 
as I was laſt Saturday- night, after you had ſpent half your 
Wages. 

Lamp. L. ( Angrily. ) I fay get home, or 0 Pl 
ſend you! My wife ſhan't maſter me! Well; ſo you ſee, 
there I lay Enter boy with the . Here's lucx 
(drinks. ) 

| Szveep, Come let us have a bit of a ſong, (Drinks. 7 
„I'll never go to ſea again.” 

Lamp L. Nou, my dear, get home: dammit, can't you 

A2. get 


— 


SIR JOHN BUTT. 
get home? What the devil brings you here? { Looking into 
the baſket.) What have you got in that there baſket ? Now, 


go home, do. { Sings.) * I'll never go to ſea again.” That's 
a damnation good long—{ To another woman.) Come miſ- 


treſs, will you drink ? How do vey (Giving her the 


beer.) 

Woman. ( Drinks. ) (Ti J. TOI to a Cobler. What's 
that you ſay? Horn T—k, by God! O, the dear man, 
Horn T xk for ever, damme ! ? 

- SoLvizrR. (On Billet.) © 

Sold. Dammit, he has no chance; Fox is a-head. 

Woman. What's that you ſay ? Horne T-—k for my 


money There's a hundred good votes coming for him to- 


morrow. 
Sold. If there was five hundred, he won't get i it. ll 
bet half a gallon he's out. 


Woman. You lie now! there now! O the dear man; 


be likes the poor—A was at the Huſtings this morning, 


Pointing.) I ſtood here: The Admiral there—Charly 
ſtood there—And Mr John Horne T—k ſtood there 


And there he. begins— (imitating) Thunder! lightning! 


blow ſnow ! hail and rain! He woud never let the poor 
want bread. O the dear man ! bleſſings on him. 

Sold. TI fay he has no chance. 

Woman. Von, be damn'd ! 

Scavinger. What's the uſe now of your he with 
that * man? — don't he ſight for ſi pence a-day for ever- 
laſting ? 

Sold. | (ing Gad fave the King—God fave great 

| George, 


t 
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George, our noble King. And. grant!!! (Stops on 
feeing Sir Luiſdore. ). 


Enter Siz Lursnots Fersxr, ftrangely dreſſed, with long 
ſword ; his ſervant, Savsovs, following cloſe behind ; 
they both dance and ſing round the room. 

| Boru. 
Danſons, danſons le carmignole, 
Jive le ſon, vive le ſon, 
 Danſons, dan ſonc, &c. 

Butcher. (Aloniſb'd.) Who the devil be they? 

Sir L. Friſty. Oh mes chers citoyens !—O my dear 
citizens! (Takes up the mug and drinks) Dis be de very 
good porter of Angleterre, drinks) dis be bien bon. 

Chim. Sweep. Let's call for tother pot he's a gemmen 


he's well rigg'd—he'll pay for's all—( calling) Ho, boy— 


bring tother pot—mild and don't be ſo long about it. 
Sir L. Friſky. O mes chers citoyens ! ¶ Embracing and 


 biffing the Sweep, and making wry faces, Sanſous doing be 


ſame on the other fide. of the room. ). 
bim. Sweep, What the devil are you at ?=you're: 


drunk, or mad, one or tother. {Sir Luiſclore and Sanſous 


ſhipping and ſinging, —Both, Danſons, danſons, &c. Sir Luiſ 


dore drinks, and embraces the Buic ber. . 

Butcher. ( Angrily). Come, none of that, or I'll give - 
you a punch in the guts. Youre a ſine friſky fellow—But 
you ſhan't give yourſelf theſe airs with me Sir Luifd. and 
Sanſous fill dancing and ſinging ) Damme, I like none of 


that— ive me the man that will take me by the fiſt, and 


with hearty ſqueeze cry, How goes it, Old Boy? How 
. A 1 | , does: 
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does the world wag En! — A mas that will pull out his 
purſe like an Engliſiman— John Butt for me—none of 
your kiſſing, damme, you ſhan't turn up your ſnout at me. 
Sweep. Naw don't, na, na—naw don't: He's a gem- 
 men—{calling) 1 lay, Jack—This here gemmen will 
pay for the two pots. ( Enter Boy, running to Sir Luiſ- 
dore.) © 
Boy. Eightpence, fir, if you pleaſe. | 
Sir L. Friſky. Dancing and ſingin ul, nd not mind- 
1 ing him. 
| | Boy. Eightpence, fir, if you ceaſe 
Sir L. Friſky. ¶ Dancing and ſinging.) Danſons, dan- 
ſons! ſacre nom de Dieu. Vats dat you ſay? ¶ going. ) 
Boy. Eightpence, fir, if you pleaſe——You have for- 
got to pay for your porter, your Honour. 
Sir I. Friſky. Comment, comment — ſacre main de — 
Vat de devil's dat you ſay ?—vat, vat ?— 
Boy. Eightpence, if your honor r pleaſes to pay for your 


porter— * 

Sir L. F. Oh mon Dieu Yle diable ! mon Dieu! My 
domeſtic vill pay you—dere—dere, dat is my domeſtic 
{ Pointing at Sanſour) dere, dat is my domeſtic, (geing.) 
Sanſour. { Pulling him violently back by the PigtAll, an- 
grily. Votre domeſtique ? parbleu ! How dare you call 
me domeſtique—le diable—ſacre Dieu !—{ Pulling Bard. 

Sir L. F. —Attendez, attendez, ſoyez trariquille ! 
reſtez ! reſtez la, mon ami! ¶ Turning woke and knocking 
| him do ton. 
a Sanſous. ( Aſleniſb d. Mon Dieu! diable! {jumping 
uþ) dere be no law for dat! How dare you ſtrike a Brod- | 
der 


SIR JOHN BUTT. 11 
der Citizen. How dare you break dat goa law.—ls dis 


de good liberty—Mon Dieu ! 


Sir L. F. Pardon, pardon, pardonnez moi mon cher 
ami—mon comrade—mon confrere—mon concitoyen, 
my dear comrade. 5 


Sanſour. La, la, aſſez, aſſez, mon cher ami. I vill 


pardon you dis time Aſſez, aſſez, mon cher eomrade + 


Sir L. F.—( Taking him by the hair, and daſbing his head 


| againſt the wall unmercifully.) Non, non, I. vill not beat 


you any more, vid de batton—mon,cher comfrere.— vill 


not break dat very good law (knocking his head all the 


ewhile,) I vill not, non, non, I vill not— vill not. 
Sanſous, Ceſt bon, ceſt bon—dat very good —ieſteꝝ2 


attendez—reſtez la aſſez—affez reſtez coquin—dat be too 


much—dat be very good, but too much, and too much of 
one thing be good for nothing. = 
Sir L. F. La-—mon comfrere—adicu—adicu.— 
Exit. Sir J. — The company ſei up a loud laugh at Sanſous. 
Sanfous. ¶ Forcing a laugh.) Vat de devil are you all 
. 
Chim. Sweep. ¶ Mocking him.) 3 gat! Why, 
at you. Dat be very good ! Aſſee - aſſee Why did not 


you make a law for that too, aye? I fay—where did-you 


get that there coat hy don't you get it tak d up a little; 
it looks as if all the butchers dogs = Wike . 
been a-pulling at it. 

- Sanſous. Vy ſo?—Me be no Taylor, me be a Citoyen 


eme be a Pompey; me be a Cæſar; me be a Pyrrhus ; me 


be a Hannibal; me be a Gentilhomme; me be a God; 


me be a Frenchman ; me have de great ſoul, though me 


have 


F 
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have de ** coat; —and me have no money, md my: 
comfrere dere be every bit as bad. He be de Cincinatus 
I be de Marius in a quagmire; 1 be de Sancho in de 
blanket. 


Sweep. (flaring. ) What the devil's all 6 have | 
you no coppers! and who the devil's to pay for the ſtrong? 


Sanſous. How vill you take the ſkin off de flint? How: 
vill you get de vool off a ſhorn ſheep. — Dancing and Sing- 
ing vehemently ) Lal, lal, lal, lal, la; lal, lal, lal, lal, la, Oc. 

Sweep. If L can't get the wool, I'll take the ſkin, (col. 


 laring bim.) Come, — dam me, pay for the ſtrong, or I'll 


be damn'd ! If I don't 


Butcher. O poor ſoul let him go.-—The devil looks 28 


he hadn't had a belly-full this month. — Here, U11 pay for 


him, —it is but eightpence, it won't ruin a body.—( pays the 


money.) There Sir, I've. clear'd you.—But tell me who 


the devil you are—and who is that other friſky fellow that 


comes along-with you ?— 
Sanſous. Dat be my dear comrade=—dat be de great Sir 


| Laie Friſky.— 


Butcher. And what brings him here ?— 
Sanſout. Vy, to get a Vife—a- petite jollie fille An- 
gloiſe—ma foi—She be very pretty—ſhe be de daughter of 
de great Sir John Butt—a very great ſot—dat drinks de 


ſtrong beer, vid a very great vig—and a very diablement 


great batton. But me does not love de great ſtick. 


Butcher, Now I undercomeſtand you, Sir John will be 


here preſently—and a damn'd honeſt fellow he is too — But 
who the devil are you, your honour ? 


Sanſour, Who be 12—-Vy, I be de Hedtor; ; I be 40 
Achilles 


© oa am . odd Hes Fc 
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Achilles; I be de Neſtor; I be de great Alexander; and 


I be de petit brave Garcon Francois, —(finge.} 
Out je ſuis un ſoldat moi, | 
Oui pour ma Patrie, ” 
Pour Marat et le Loi, 
Fe donnera ma Vie. 
{Exit dancing and finging. The company run to the door 
to look after him and exeunt. ) 


= 


SCENE IL. 
In Six Jon Borr's Houſe. + 
Enter Labr BuTT—and Su von very oddly dreft, with 4 
great flick in his hand. 
Lady Butt.. Sir John—O Sir John! Sir John! fie up- 
on it! fie upon it Men when they grow old bluſſi at the 


follies of their youth—but you O fie upon it hat muſt 


the world think of the great Sir John Butt frequenting e- 
very little dirty ale-houſe—grubbing among the very ſcum 
of the ſtreets and alleys—guzzling porter till he is as drunk 


as a ſwine, and then ſquabbling about the ORE O Sir 
John, Sir John! | 


Sir John Butt. Now don't—now don't my dear, I 
pray you, now don't my dear Lady Butt. a 

Lady Butt. Fie upon it ! fie upon it ! wasn't it only laſt 
night that you were brought home by half a dozen Watch- 
men; who found that it was the great Sir John Butt that 
"they had got in limbo For raiſing a riot in the ſtreet, and 
exciting arrant rogues to ſedition. It is bandied about that 


| you, who ſhould keep the peace as a magiſtrate—was found 


placed 


. Ny — Se D._ _ 
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placed in a beer barrel—ſtuck up in the corner of a dirty 


garret in St Giles's—there holding forth the theory of mob- 
bing, amid the ſtinking breath of the greaſy rogues, —who, 
ſtaring with wide mouths, bolted it. down without chewing. 


O fie upon it !—Then comes the great SirsJohn Butt, like 


a vile Plebeian, drunk as a beaſt to his ſtie and to crown 


his impudence—forſooth the hog muſt come and agen my 
chaſte bed—O fie upon vou! 


Sir F. Butt. Now don't=my dear now don't, ſweet 
parrot !—ſweet nightingale ſweet magpie ! —ſweet jay! 
fair ſwan, now don't, now pray you'don't—now do hold 
that pretty tongue my ſweet chuck. 

Lad) Butt. O fie for ſhame. Hold my tongue—what, 
do you think I will hold my tongue, when rz rave ſo 
much occaſion for it looſe 

Sir J. Butt. There you go it! and the devil can't ſtop 
a woman's tongue when it is once ſet a- going. 
Lady Butt. O Sir John! Sir John! * 

Sir Fohn Butt. There it goes again. 12 

Lady Butt. ( Angrily.) What! in the name of won- 
der, do you do with that broom . ſtick? do you think Sit 
John that I will take hold of your arm to church, while 
you carry that plebeian inſtrument with you? 

Sir Jobn Butt. Now Lady Butt, Lady Butt, Lady 
Butt meddle not with that ſore, touch not upon that point 


— meddle not with my tender parts Lady Butt, meddle not 


with my ſtaff. 


" Lady Butt. Ho, ho, _ WEI not with» your 


ſtaff! 


ir 
le 
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ſtaff! what! Sir John, —will you preſume.to walk with me, 
— with the great Lady Butt! with that vile mop-ſtick ! 


Sir Fohn Butt. Lady Butt!' (In a rage. 7 Lady wont 
Lady Butt! Lady Butt! 


Lady Butt. Fie upon it! fie upon it! O Sir John! fie 
upon it? — Go, and fetch your gold-headed cane put on 
your dreſs wig, your lac'd coat, and let your hat be fiercely 
cock*d—turn out your toes, raiſe your eye-brows, and your 
under- lip. Come d' off thoſe clowniſh attributes; look 
big and fierce, and gallant your mild and meek ſpouſe to 
church. — Come, Sir John, down — down with that broom- 
ſtick, and don't ſtare with the. countenance of a Lincoln- 
ſhire ſheep-driver. Come, dewn with thy broom-ſtick, or 
Sir John I'll throw it out of the window for thee.— 

Sir J. Butt. Lady Butt, Lady Butt, I ſay, Lady Butt! 
for God ſake, meddle not with my private concerns med - 
dle not with my broom-ſtick. | 

Lady Butt. Ha, ha, ha, ha; why Sit John, you're in a 
paſſion. * | | 

Sir J. Butt. Ha, ha; I'm not in a paſhon. But I fay 
my dear Lady Butt, meddle not with my broom-(tick— 
my ſtaff ! my crutch ! my life, my friend and ſupport. 

Lady Butt. Ha, ha, ha, ha; why Sir John, ha, ha. 

Sir J. Butt. Ha, ha, ha; why then, ha, ha, —ha, but 
do you ſee Lady Butt, when I am attack'd by all the ſnarl- 


ing curs in Chriſtendom—when they follow me, as if they 
had a luncheon of bread and cheeſe, or cold ham in my 


pockets ; with their mouths wide open ready to devour me. 
(brandiſhing his cudgel.) This! this is my friend true and 
A | truſty 


" SIR JOHN BUTT. 
troſty—my faithful wooden friend, ſtaunch and ſicker, a 


very barrier and wooden-wall between me and the Curs.— 
Do you ſee, with this I make them fly like barn-door chaff. 


Like cock-boats in a ſtorm ; ſo Lady Butt, meddle not 


with my broom-ſtick. But harkee—harkee, {looking cun- 
ningly.) my dear Lady Butt, harkee, (rubbing his hands.) 


I've got ſome rare news to tell you. 
Lady Butt. ( Contemptuouſly.) My dear, indeed ! do 
you think Ill be plagu'd with a pack of nonſenſe; I will 


hear none of 't till you have thrown away that vile mop- 


ſtick. 

Sir J. Butt. There again now—you will put me into 
2 violent rage; you will, but Lady Butt, Lady Butt, now 
my ſweet Lady Butt—T've got ſome ſuch rare news, as will 


make your old ribs dance- A horapipe, and you ſinful ſoul 


ſkip for joy. 

Lady Buit. From the pot-houſe I I ſome drunk- 
en ſquabble ! 

Sir FJ. Butt. Now Lady Butt, you'll put me into a 
paſſon—you will, you will put me into a rage. 
© Lady Butt. Put you into a rage. { ſneering.) Well for 
once let us have the news, what is't? 

Sir J. Butt.—Have patience, wait if you ao till I 
take breath. 

Lady Butt. Come my dear Sir John—what is't, be 
quick—T'm in a hurry, what is't Sir John ? 
Sir J. Butt. Have patience, Lady Butt, time and pa- 
tience—ha, ha, ha, Pm laughing to think how it will make 
your old joints crack again. — 

| | Lady Butt. 


utt. 
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Lady Batt. Angrily,) Old joints! well Lm ſure !— 
(gives him a box on the ear.) There, take that. 


Sir J. Butt. There now, my dear Lady Butt—there's | 
the uſe of a bob-wig: Now if I had had my tie-wig on, you 


wou'd have ſpoiled all my clothes—O what ſtrange news ! 


what killing news! Afide.) Rot her, I've a good mind 


not to tell her, for that cuff ſhe lent me juſt now If I 

cou'd but be eaſy with it.—Od rabit it ! it will out—it will 
out—it _— will (rubbing his hands) explode in * 
of me.— 

Lady Butt. Well, Sir John, what is't? tell me what 
it is, that I may rub my hands as well as you. 

Sir J. Butt. Egad!'I find it coming. {(<whiſpering 
loudly.) I have got a huſband for our Grecy, ha, ha, ha, 
and ſuch a huſband ! body O me! tid, did, did—cock- 
a · doodle · doo —8 lud he's a tattarer—""Twas all by my bob- 
wig, and broom · ſtick, and going to the pot-houſe— Why, 
I found him in a little tiny pot-houſe, preaching politics, 
ha, lia, ha. 

Lady Buit. Ina 5 and is my 7 davghe 
ter to have a huſband out of a little naſty pot-houſe—what 


do you mean Sir? explain yourſelf, Sir John. 


Sir Jobn Butt, Have patience. 


Lady Butt, Patience! 1 won't have patience; what's 


his name? what d'ye call the creature — his name, Sit 
John. 1 
Sir Fohn Bult. His name! Aye? his name — his name 


Lady Butt—is the great Sir Luiſdore Friſky. 


Lady Butt. Sir Luiſdore Whiſky ! that's an odd name. 
B Sir J. Butt. 


— 


- 
— 
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Sir J. Butt. Plha! not JI m"_— Sir Lui 
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Lady Butt. Friſky! well that's an odd name. 
Sir J. Butt. Then, VI! be damn'd if it 'is—but con- 
found it, I muſt have them married off hand, /afide.) or 


this huſfie will make a cuckold of me. 


Lady Butt. When ſhall I ſee the animal, Sir John? 

Sir J. Butt. This night, this very night, my dear. 

Lady Butt. Then, Sir John, I hope you will go and 
dreſs yourſelf, as becomes your rank and dignity ; but mind 
don't forget your gold-headed cane; get yourſelf well rubb'd 
down, and try to look a little ſmart—Conſider the honour 
that is conferr'd on you, in being permitted to fit in my 


company. X 


Sir 7. Butt. Not a whit—not a jot—not a ſcrip—not 
2 title—1'Il not change a rag—no, damme if I do—Pll 


have no innovations—here I ſtand for my country's good 


old faſhion'd hoſpitable cuſtoms—taught us by our brave 


fore · fathers, and the man, Lady Butt—who comes to pay 


a viſt to my tie-wig and lac'd coat, will find little entertain- 


ment in the company of the plain downright honeſt John 


Butt—T'll not change a rag, by Jeſus! 

Lady Butt. You won't ? Aye, you won't ? 

Sir J. Butt. No, I won't. 
+ Lady Butt, You won't? 

Knocking, and enter Szxxr ant.. 

Servant. Sir Luiſdore Friſky. 

Sir F. Butt. Bring him up, bring him up. | 
* 29 Butt, You ſhall not fee him, Sir John, till you 
+} have 


you 
1ave 
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have chang'd that liule dirty ſcrub of a bob-wig-=Iil | 
have it done, Sir John. 

Sir J. Butt. The devil you will—and the dert take 
me if I do—l am a man, an honeſt plain dealing man,. 
and pretend to no more, and have been known for ſuch 
throughout all Chriſtendom, time out of mind ; I am as 
tame as a lion that plays with the little tiny mouſe— But, 
when I am enrag'd, I can make all Chriſtendom ring again 
—And think you, I will change our good old ſubſtantial 
country's cuſtoms, for the damn'd gaudy double-fac'd non- 
fenſe of foreigners — III not change a clout, Lady Butt, I'll 
be danu'd if I do,—Shew him up, ſhew him up never 
let my friends wait at the door—ſhew him up. | 


Enter Six Lutspoxs Fxtsxr, and Sawsous, both dancing 
| and finging. 
"Both. La, lal, Ja ; Lal, Ial, JJ, Hal, Ia; lal, Kc. 

Sir J. Butt. C Aſloniſd d.] Lal, lal, la; lal, le! what's 
the matter with you? you are in monſtrous great ſpirits this 
morning Sir Luiſdore embraces Sir John. } 

Sir F. Butt. Now there again, the advantage of a bob- 
wig. We 
Sir L. Friſky. Lal, lal, lal, la. {Sees Lady Butt, and 
embraces her. 1 | 

Sir J. Butt. Rot him! feel the muſhrooms ſhooting. 
—0 the raſcal—I thought that wou'd be the caſe.— To | 
Sir Luiſdore. ) Sir, I never allow any body to meddle with 
my wife. (pulling him.) 

Sir L. Friſky. Your Vife—dis be your daughter I 

Lady Butt. There's for you, Sir John—if you were to- 

B 2 ſqueeze 
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fqueeze your brains as dry as a halfpenny roll, you could 


not ſqueeze out of it ſo much learniog,—good ſenſe and 


knowledge of the world—what an accurate and gentleman- 


like obſervation was there ! 


Sir J. Bunt. (Afide.) The devil and his men! theſe 
| toadſtools will be up in one night, as high as antlers—rat 


the goat—confound me, for bringing this ſatyr into my 
houſe.—O' how I ſhall foretell the coming of next ſpring— 
O the baſtard of fin! O the belial! O the Roman! O the 
Nero! O the Sextus ! Yes, yes, damme ! Pl make a Lu- 
creece of you, if you do you Jade, I will—— 

| Lady Butt, Why, my dear, Sir John, I am afraid you 
will be wanted at the pot-houſe. 

Sir J. Butt. (Aide. I gueſs'd as much—at the pot- 
houſe ! yes, yes, I'm wanted at the pot-houſe ! and Ill 
find my houſe a pot-houſe when I come back—the devil 
ſetch me if I go then Lady Butt—{ fe. ) L can't go this 
evening, we ſhall have company at home, my ſweet jewel. 
" (Afide.) O! what a windfall is here of a hot ſummer” 8 
morning 

Lady Butt. Very well very well, Sir John. —let them 
come: but I don't think we ſhall have any company come 
ſo entertaining and agreeable as the preſent. 

Sir J. Butt. (Aſide.) Whew !—— one a penny, two 
a penny, hot-croſs bunns.— 

Lady Butt, This Sir Luiſdore, is the very / quinteſſence 
of politeneſs and good breeding=-he has a world of ſoft 


things to amuſe the ladies withall—O Sir John, wovld'ſt 


thou but take a copy from this pretty pratting, W pa- 
ragon of politeneſs ! 


Sir 


ne TS 


a - , WH _ x5 


. 
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Sir J. Butt. Ods Zookers ! how fooliſh a man feels 
with his noſe in his own trap Adads! how I have diſh'd 
myſelf—with a face as if I cou'd not help it. —Od's bob- 
bins, what's to be done now !-— The dickins on't ! I've fil- 
led my houſe with buggs !- and made my wife a tit-bit, for 
the little waddling rogues——-S'Jud, how (hall I get him out 


Od rat him. (calling. Mr Friſky, Mr Friſky—I ſay, 


barkee, Mr Friſky. 

Sir L. Friſky. Vats dat, vats all dat, mon ami. 

Sir J. Butt. Harkee! harkee! a word in your ear. 
I ſay, Sir Luiſdore, come, and I'll let you have peep at my 
Grecy thro” the key hole - you dog you ſhall, { Aide. ) blaſt 
the fellow ! what can he be Jabbring to my wife — S'blood 


and wounds. 


Sir Luiſdore Friſty. Oui oui tout de ſuite —lal, lal, lab, 
lal, la, C dancing.) O, de Charmante — Oh, de beautyfulle 
Mademoiſelle—allons—{ Sir Fohn puſhing Sir Luiſdore a- 
long, who is. ſtill looking over his ſhoulder at Lady Butt.) 


Marchons! à la gloire mon enfant! Knocking without. ) 


Sir 7. Butt, Who the devil comes now! more 
friends? 


Enter SgRrAr. 

Servant. Sir Sodom Shittlecock. 
Sir J. Butt. Shew him up, ſhew him up, ſhew- him 
up. | | 
Lady Butt. Sir Sodom Shittlecock ! why, Sir John, 
you don't mean to receive Sir Sodom in that dreſs do you? 
come, come, Sir John, ſend for your lac'd coat—and Sun 
day's wig—l inſiſt upon it, Sir John. 

Sir J. Butt. Re at 
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change a ſtitch—not a thread, not a clout, my Lady — that 


won't work with a man of my kidney Ods noddles ! you 


inſiſt upon it, aye ? ha, ha, ha—ſhew him up, ſhew him up, 


and welcome, friend or foe, — you know my principles, Lady 


Butt, are not to be ſhaken, never to ſwerve from the noble 


character of a open, plain, honeſt and hoſpitable free born 
Briton.— Theſe principles, my lineal inheritance, I will 
maintain. The principles of our fam'd forefathers, of glo- 
rious memory, following the banners of ſuch rules as theſe 
their ſwords did conquer, and their fame extend even 
to the Pole itſelf; and taught the admiring world, reſpect 
for virtue, honour, and for Britons—ſhew him up love 
my friend, and let my doors of hoſpitallity be thrown - open 
even to my foe in diſtreſs—you inſiſt upon it, aye ? 

Lady Butt. Fleſh and blood can't bear it! I ſay Ill 
have it done, or! (Enter Sir Sodom Shittlecock, with a 
long pole, and a bladder full of peas ty d to the end of it. ) 

Sir S. Shittlecock. Madam, your moſt obedient and very 
humble ſervant. {To Sir F. Butt.) Hah, Sir John, how 
goes it ? how goes it my cock ? how goes it old boy ? dam- 


me, give's a ſhake of your paw—eh ! my old buck— why 
Lady Butt, you grow younger and younger ! 


Sir J. Butt. ( Aſide.) That's a lie! To Sir Sodom.) 
Sir, your moſt obedient, ha, ha, ha, why Sir Sodom, you're 
not turn'd horſe doctor! what the devil's that you've brought. 
with you. : ' 

Sir S. Shittlecock. ( Staring.) What's this! aye, 


"what's this! eh | try if you can't gueſs, Sir John—take. 


t'other look at it, old boy—now gueſs. | 
Sir J. Butt. 


tt. 
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Sir J. Butt. Gueſs, eh! blame me, it looks more like 
a gliſter-pipe, than any thing I can think of. 

Lady Butt. O fie ! fough ! fie for ſhame, Sir John, your 
pot-houſe companions have made quite a reprobate of you. 

Sir S. Shittlecock. Faith, you've hit the nail — you've 
got the right ſow by the ear, you rogue, you have gueſs'd right 
for why it is a gliſter-pipe, and my good friend Sir 


John - henever you get into a ſcrape—a ſquabble—or have 


any of thoſe particular damn'd fort of gripings within your” 
corporation—only ſend for me—and damme-—If I don't 
clear the high roads, ſtreets, paſſages, and other dark alleys; 
PII forfeit my degree The enemies of Sir John are my 
enemies; and, Sir John, damme, I'll die for thee ! 

Sir J. Butt. (Afide.) Faith that's plain Engliſh.— 
Bravo ! bravo! damme, well faid—Sir Sodom—give's your 
hand, give's your hand you dog. 

Sir S. Shittlecock. That I will, with all my hear. But 
Sir John, Sir John, {Rubbing the palm of his left hand with 
his right fore finger. Im troubled with qualms every now 
and then—a damn'd ſort of qualms, from innanition, Sir- 
John, innanition. 

Sir F. Butt. Thoſe are very bad things —very bad 
things !—why, and when J look at you, I think you look a 
little hard rode—weather-beaten, or fo, Sir Sodom—a little 
devil-jogg'd—wife ridden—henpeck'd or ſo—you under- 
ſtand me? Sir Sodom, never let your wife wear your 
breeches ; for if you do, ſhe'll empty their pockets—ſhe 
will, if ſhe's a woman—ſhe will, or I'm a fiſh1-— _ 


Sir Sodom. Your quite out—quite out, Sir John. You 
miſunderſtand me. You know my tenants are a ſort of 
| gentlemen. - 
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gentlemen. They don't ſweat for't, Sir John. You know 


T let them by the lump—as mole-catchers, deſtroyers of 


rats, mice, buggs, and ſuch like vermin, (now he has't—) 
This dreadful death-denouncing inſtrument” colt—(don't 


| you underſtand me yet?) (Whiſpering loud. There's a 
fallen angel dropt into my breeches pocket—dammit, man, 


Pm poverty-ltruck—{now he blows me)—all through pure 


friendſhip for you, Sir John. The furniſhing this here thing 
colt thirty-ſeven pound thirteen ſhillings elevenpence three: 
farthings, all for you, Sir ene enemies are . e · 


nemies, Sir John 


Sir F. Bult. That's the kick, damme !' { Aſide. ) Hold 


there — enough, enough ! Ho, ho! Now I'm up to't—Body: 


o'me! You know I never like to be peeping into the cracks. 


of my friend's inexpreſſibles—or count the ſtitches in his Sun 
day's coat. Its genius, genius! and ill lucx— 371 138 113d. 


Why, they have impos'd upon you moſt confoundedly—- 
When I obſerve, you have a little the look of a flat. But 


never mind, (pulling out a great bag, with little money in ti) 
there's 381. for you, Sir Sodom— Why, as you ſay, it may 


be a death-denouncing inſtrument—it makes a terrible rat- 
tling, Sir Sodom. But you underſtand thoſe things better 


than me. I'll leave them to you——there's the money. 


(Gives him the money. 


Sir Sodom. ( Aſide to Sir Luiſdore) Sir Luiſdore, I'm 
yours blowing, Harkee, a word in your right ear, 


Czfar—you and I mult not be acquainted at preſent, or elſe 


ue ſhall never ſee the bottom of this ſot's purſe. 


Sir L. Friſky. He be de very honete fort of a good na- 


tur'd Bète— mais il eſt tres acid Sings and dances. J. 
Lal, 


Sis 


ſour, 
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Lal, lal, la; lal, lal, la. ¶ Treadi by accident on Sir Fohn's 


corns.)} h 
Sir John Butt. Sblood and thunder! What are you 
at ?—Sir, that's the greateſt impoliteneſs you can be gwlty 
of, to tread upon an Engliſhman's toes—Zookers | adads, 
how they ach we ſhall have rain——Ods Bobbins, can't 
you look before ye leap! 

Sir L. Friſky. Eh, eh! vats dat you ſay en vous 
le colic - ¶ Dancing and ' ſinging ) Lal, lal, la, Qc. 

Sir J. Butt. "The man's mad; his upper tackle is in 
a ſad ſtate—damme, fir, you ſhan't have my daughter.— 
d If you finger my Grecy, I'll be damn d 0 Zebidee 
y Well, fir, what are you ſtaring why don't you 88 
0 
- 


r 


r 


my pardon ? ? 
Sir L. Friſky. Der be no law for dat. —— 
. Sir Jobn Butt, Sir, you are an impertinent puppy! 
( Takes him by the noſe.) Der be no law for dat. 
at Sir L. Friſky. (Draws.) Le diable ! parbleu—ſacre 


7 nom de Dieu.— Tirez votre epee! ¶ Fencing and ſinging all 
7 the while.) Lal, lal, lal, la, &c. lal, &c. IH 
t- . Sir J. Butt. (Staring at him.) Lal, la! Stark mad Wo 

er by jingo!— His upper works are ſadly out of tune —8˙lidi- 


yo. | king—he s roaring mad |! 
Sanſous. (Singing in a corner by himſelf 
m | Oui je ſuis un ſoldat moi, 
ir, Oui pour ma Patrie, 3 
ſe Pour Marat et le I. oi, | .H 
Fe donnera ma Vie. | 
la- Sir 7. Butt. What's the matter with you? {To San- 


J; u. J) Here: Ss a ſreſh breaking Out He's as mad as his 
al, 6 maſtef 


he's not hurt 
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maſter Sir, {to Sir Luiſdore) you ſet I have no ſword 
but ſtand aloof—damme, ſtand back, and put up your 
packing needle ! put up your ſkewer! _ 

Sir L. Friſky. (Singe, and fences at Sir Jobs ) . Lal, 
lal, la, &c. Skew'r, vat be dat ?—Lal, lal, la. 

Sir F. Butt. (Knocks him dawn.) What be dat! Lal, 
lal, la A very pretty ſort of a lilt, a very pretty tune Sir 
Sodom. / Calling) Help him up—help him up. I hope 
| Send for an Apothecary ! | 

Sir L. Friſky. Send for de Apothecary !—Send vor de 
devil. (Sings. ) Lal, lal, la. { Calling.) Citoyen! Ci- 
toyen ! Citoyen 

Sanſour. ( Running to him.) Menace, moment—toute 
de ſuite—Oh mon comfrere etez vous bleſſe 


Sir J. Butt, Ay, God bleſs him, and take ſpecial care 


of him. {They help him up. ) 


Sir L. Friſky. Apportez moi un cataplaſm—dat great 
Bete has cruſh'd my head like an eggſhell—Lal, * la. 
( * — Knocking without.) 

Enter Sxxraxr. 
Servant. Sir Pompey Battledore - waits below 

Sir J. Butt, O! tell Sir Pompey I'm juſt going to the 
Club in Frog Alley, at Billingſgate. He knows very well 
where i is—and that we ſhall be extremely happy to meet 


him there. 
Sir Luiſdore, and Sir Sodom. (Both.) Yes, yes! tell 


Sir Pompey we will meet him there. [Exeunt Sir Sodom, 


and Sir L. Friſky, limping and ſing ing.) Lal, lal, la, &c. 
Sir J. Butt. A ſtrange ſort of a merry madveſs—but 


I'll be hang'd if he lays his hands on my Grecy, * he is 


ro wa 
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grown ſober. He's mad mad as a March hare, or I'll be 
ſhot—Goſudders . ToLadyButt.) Godb'ye, a . : 
take care of yourſelf. Exit. 

Lady Butt. Now he's in bot, head and ſhoulders !— 
{ Rings the bell.) | 


Enter Pappr. 

Lady Butt. Pad, run after your maſter ; but don't ſay 
who ſent you——and if he ſhould get into a ſquabble, help 
him out as well as you can. 4 

Paddy. Arach, by Jeſus, and fo I will. (Exit Pad. ) 

Lady Butt. Since he fell in with theſe wags—he has 
ſeldom found his way home with a whole ſkin.—This Club 
will be the ruin of him. Vet I wiſh they would give him 
one good dreſſing, and cure him—1 do, Sir John, I do, 
with all my heart and ſoul—Now, I'll go and write to Gre- 
cia, and prepare her for the wedding—by the bye—the Old 
Putt has ſtumbled upon a proper ſort of a huſband for her, 
( Exit Lady Butt.) 


ACT IL SCENE IL. 


Sin Fonn Buzr's Houſe. 
Enter Gxxcia, reading a Letter from her Mother. 
Garcia. 


Mauro! How light my mother makes of marriage | 
As if to marry were a daily pray'r, 


—— —— —— ꝙ — 
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Which, us'd fo oft, the eſſence of it dies; 
Or, fill'd with bitter vanity and worms, | 


While all without is ſhell and empty ſhow. 


Married! To whom? to ane I never ſaw . 
To rob thee, ſmiling Cupid, of thy right, | 


Twould make our mother Nature weep, to ſee 
Fer darling law—her darling infant, ſcorn'd. 
Married! ere yet I've ſeen—or loy'd! ere yet 


This boſom felt that heav'n- born bliſsful beam, 
Which wafted ſweetly on the little wings . 


Of ſmiling Cherubim To cheer the world. 


O! love's the only happineſs on earth: 

O! love's the joy of ſacred ſouls in bliſs ; 

And love extatic, is a gift from Heavꝰ n, 

7 Thich wanton comes to cheer the drooping world. 
What change love makes ! how like the genial ſun ! 
Which vernal comes, to break the ruthleſs chains 
Of climes lock'd up in ice—to ſet them free, 

And bid the native's heart exult with joy. 

Hail, Virgin Love! and hail thy ſmiling train! 

O! ſpread thy garb o'er all th' exulting globe; 
And all ſhall laugh, and ſmile, and joy, with thee. 
Sure my mother loy'd the man ſhe married, 

Altho? that love long ſince did die away; 

And huddled is among the things forgot; 

But when it died, ſhe loſt the beſt of friends. 

She, like the world, the beſt of friends forgot. 

And other friends have fill'd the empty ſpace ; 

And thrive, like weeds, where once the lilly grew. 


O I cannot think to give conſent to this, 


\ 


Altho? 


je 
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Alto? on i is a. mother's due. 

While Mother Nature bids me diſobey, 
Diſobey I muſt, ere I will marry : 

With one to lead a life of ceremony, 

A OS cold N without. one ſpark. of love. _ 


Enter Noun. | 

Nurſe. Mow does my Grecia? How does my child? 
Why Grecia! Grecia!—lt's your old Nurſe, Grecia! 
What ails my child? Why are you ſo thoughtful to-day ? 
A penny for your thoughts—why, the girl is as 2 
as if ſhe was going to be married. 

Grecia. And faith, good Nurſe, you have juſt gueſſed 
it. (Giving her the letter.) There, you may put on your 
ſpectacles, and read that letter from my mother. | 

Nurſe. ( Reads.) Married! Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha! O 
dear me—married ! Ha, ha, ha! Married indeed !—Ha, 
ha, ha! Married 

Grecia. Why, good Nurſe, you are mightily plead a 
bout it. I am glad to ſee you laugh ſo hearty, — 

Nurſe. Ha, ha, ha! Married indeed !—and do you 
know who they want to marry you to? 

Grecia. Good Nurſe, how ſhould I know? Sweet Nuaſe, a 
do you know ——? 

Nurſe. Marry—do I—I do know—and a fine friſky 
fellow he is, that I can ſay. O my Grecia! thou wilt have 
a charming—ay, a dancing bed-fellow 

Grecia. How, good Nurſe? What do you mean? Iam 
ſerious, - while you jeſt the thing by halves. But in your 
| jeſts 1 read a prologue—a merry prologue, to a wofal farce. 
Itho? WT: | C. Speak 


* 
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Speak not ſo jeſtingly, good Nurſe. To jeſt in ſerious things 
is like a drunkard at a funeral—who turns a Beaſt to bear 
his ſorrow's burthen. Speak then, good Nurſe, and ſet thy 
child at/eaſe What is' t, ſweet Nutſe ? do nor be ſtingy to 
me | 


| NM urſe. My Child, the man they mean to be your 
huſband is ſtark ſtaring mad. 


Grecia. Dot thou ſay mad, Nurſe ? 
Nurſe. Ay, mad—mad as a cock ſparrow—mad as a 


March hare—mad as mad can ch! but Grecia, 


my Child !l—— 
Grecia. Well, W 10 me! | 
Nurſe, I ſay thou ſhalt not be married againſt thine own 


4. 


conſen.— One may lead the Colt to the water, as the fay- 
This is all thy mother's doing. Thy mother is 
grown gay of late - grown fond of change—of trifles—bag- 


ing is 


atells and gewgaws. But thine honeſt Father will ne'er 


infringe the laws of nature, and of juſlice—will never bid 


_ thee marry without thy heart's conſent, for thou waſt nurs'd 
in Freedom's arms; and from thy Nurſe's nipple thriv'd on 
milk of freedom.—Tt was at Staines! O my Child !— 
Welladay! and well I do remember It was a hard fought 
day—a black and bluſtring day—a gloomy dark and Gothic 
day—what blood was ſpilt—a very tide of blood did caſt 
thee on this ſhore ; and Britain's ſun ſmil'd ſweetly on thee 
— While Briton's, rough and manly, pliant, unnerv'd their 
ſinew'd joints to kiſs thee, Smiling Babe !—Alack, my 
Child, and welladay ! I'll never forget that day—that lucky 
day, I got the charge of thee—The ſweeteſt Babe that ever 
yet was born—The ſweeteſt Babe the world e' er ſaw ; for 

| all 
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all the world would ſtoop to toy with thee, and each would 


figh, and wiſh the Babe was his What joy thy parents 


felt! They ſaw their bliſs complete, and all the burden of 


their lives was ſpent in tender care of-thee: But now thou 
art of a goodly age—fair as dove-drawn Venus, ben firlt 
her virgin cheek bluſh'd like the infant morn ; and, though 
I fay it, a fit match for any man. Grecia! Grecia! My 
Child, doſt mind me! doſt hear me, Child. 

Grecia. Ves, good Nurſe— 
my mother. gfe 


But huſh 3 here comes 


Euer Lair Burr, rubbing her hands. 


Lady Butt. Well, Grecia—well, girl, I've done your - 


buſineſs for you. I have I've choſen you a proper fel- 
low from among the rotten ſquad of men—a dog that's free 
from the mange, you Gipſey, you—a trimming fellaw—a 
rattling fellow—a capering fellow. Marry! and a pretty 


fellow—Marry ! and a gallant fellow Marry ! and a va- 


liant fellow—Marry ! and a friſky fellow !—Yes, yes; truſt 


thoſe matters to thy Mamma. Why, what's the matter, 


Child ? Don't you hear all theſe fine things ? + What are you 
fo grave about ? O, your huſband will make you laugh—he 
will, you little Gipſey, he will. 
Grecia. He will! But I ſay he won't. | 
Lady Butt. Hey day ! How's all this! Why, Grecia 


don't you know that you are to be : married off hand imme- 


diately? 
Grecia. Sings. 
O do not, Mother, force me now 


To ſacrifice myſelf. 
2 C 2 
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| 
_ 
| My peace and eaſe, and pleaſure too, : 
= Are not in pride and pel. % 0 
| Give me the man whoſe modeſt heart I 
| Can ſcarce diſcloſe his love; | 1 
| : Or bluſhiyg, while it doth impart A 
| A heart that's moy'd—a heart to move. _— T 
i To ſuch a man I'il give my hand; 0 
| | For ſuch a man I chuſe. I 
[| Revcke then, Mother, thy command, * 
| | Nor freedom's laws abuſe. ET 7 1 
ö - Lady Butt, Why, this is enough to turn a body's brains! G 
| A Gil refuſe to be married! There never was heard the F. 
5 like Marry, if my Old Putt was to kick up, you would N 
| find the very devil in your way—to the heart of Sir Luiſ- vv 
| dore Come, my Child, in what colour'd gown do you 74 
| intend to give away your hand? | | 5 
| | Grecia. (Sings. ) © a 
O mark yon little Cupid plain 944% ö T. 
His drooping pinions, broken bow, ; f "8 
Hang ſadly down—He looks in vain, f 
And yet he looks for hope in you : © © v. 
And will you, Mother, rob the Boy _ Ii 
þ Of ev'ry little pointed dart? | 
| Shall he his Bow no more employ, | | 8 
To ſpeed them to the Virgin's heart ? | 
| | And will you, Mother, rob the Child ? 2 
* + Shall ev'ry bliſs from me depart ? "i 
th And will you, Mother, force yout Child ; | oe 
i | To give her hand, without her heart ? 5 ho 


O, why inſiſt upon a thing 
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To which, conſent I muſt refuſe. ' | Ve $i | 
An adder's tooth—an adder's ſting, * | 


— > — 


Can pierce my heart as well as yours. 
In. Freedom's arms you ſaw me nurs'd ; 
From Freedom's brealt I drew in life. 
And now, alas ! ſhall I be forc'd 
To be a ſlave—to be a wife? 3 
O no! O no! dear Mother, no. | 2 | | | ms 
I cannot—cannot—mult not give. | 8 IF 
My hand and heart together go ; , N 5. : | | 
With heart in band I'll die or live. ; | | 
God ſend us death, not bondage ſend; _ | | = 
For Briton? s never will be . 80. 
Nor Britain ſhall to tyrant's bend, 
While Britoo's rule the Waves... 
Lady Butt: . Nuzſe, this i is all your doing. You and Sie 
John are the ruination of the Girl. You old Witch, In 
have you turn'd out of the houſe, in ſpire of Sir John's teeth, 
| Twill, you Slut. You ſhan't teach my Gul your naſty obſti- 
nate, blackpard, unconſcionable principles! What, in the name 
of wonder, has a Girl to do with Freedom, liberty, and { ſtuff ! 
You ſee what a beaſt Sir John has made of himſelf with i = 
It's all through theſe damn'd principles he picks up at the 
pot-houſes. Bur I'll ſee who ſhall wear the breeches! — | 
O if you but ſaw Sir Luiſdore, and that great brute of m mine 
together, how it would aſtoniſh, your weak nerves Sweet 
Sit Luiſdore for ever dancing i in full frize—O curſe the day 1 
that chain'd me to that great Animal of mine! O the Clown ; _ 
of à creature !—with his yea's and his nae's Fough! then g 
he's 10 * ſo overgrown and fat, that he can 22 wad- ll 
G2, dle- 1 


Tis. 2 * * 
- 
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dle Why, any body but myſelf would not ſtay in the 


fame houſe with him. Here, he comes brimful of intire 


Enter Six Foun and Sir Lurspozs Fxiaxr. 

Sir J. Buit. Now, Sir Luiſdore, as I promis'd, you 
ſhall have a peep at Grecy; but mind, only a peep, till you 
have found out your ſober ſenſes. You are ſurely mad, Sir 
Luiſdore. 

Sir L. Friſky. Dancing and ſinging, embraces Grecia 
and Lady Butt by turns.) La, lal, la, &c. | 

Sir F. Butt, Ods bud—confound it—Yes, yes; I ſee 


my fortunes are made. Dammit, I've done for myſelf l 


O the Babe of Babylon! O thou Meſſalina! O thou con- 
cubine! O thou empreſs! O thou Tyrian !—Od rabbit it, 
Huſſie— What haſt thou to ſay to that Maccaroni—that 
Zani—that Scaramouche—that Poltroon—that Jack-a-dandy! 
Lady Butt. Fie for ſhame! Sir John, don't ſpoil fun, 
when you can't make any. 
Sir J. Bun. Confound them, how they ſhoot ! C Feel. 


ing his temples.) © the little rogues ! They ach like corns' 


before wet weather. O the toadſtools! here they are, grow- 
ing like the beard of a dead rogue Rot him if he does! 


Pl tickle his Toby for bim—V ll fit him for the mn | 


will—Gadzookers. ; 
Lady Buit. Why, what's the matter, Sir Gaal ? ”—_ 


ſeem violently agitated. 
Sir J. Butt, O no, my Lids is not at all, not at all; 


nr as cool as a cucumber, my dear. ¶Aſide, vow what 


the devil ſhall 7 ſay, to get that Ape out of my houſe.) Not 
at all, my Lady ; ; I'm as cool as a dead dog-filh, my dear. 
1 


I ſay, Sir Luiſdore, now you have had a peep, I ua we'll 

trudge. ( Pulling him by the Coat-tailt.) 

Sir Luiſdore Friſky. ¶ Dancing and finging.) 
Era je gagd, ſora ſuperie d weir, | 

Fe gage, je gage, ſera ſuperbe d voir, &c. 


Enter Savsous, dragging in a Guillotine, and ' finging all the 
. while, tor 5 
Sanſour. (Sings. ) Manes plaintif d innocence, 
Appaiſes vous, dans vor tombeaux 
Le jour tardif de la Vengeance, 
Fait palir enfin Tos Bureaus. 

Sir L. Friſky. Vy, Sir John, I like your dauter very 
much. She be very charmante, and your wife be very beau- 
tiful. I will lay a few nights vid your wife, and den [ 
will take your charmante daughter upon tria}, for one De- 
cadi—Yes, I vill, mon cher comrade 
Sir F. Butt, The devil you will! O how this mad fit 
works in his bowels !—very mad indeed! 


Sir L. Friſky. Mais, citoyen Butt—voila, voila, * point- 


ing to the guillotine.) quelque choſe curieuſe—der be a fine 
preſent for you and your Lady—der be de devil of a oſeful 
piece of furniture, for a gentleman's houſe—dat be de great- 
elt invention of de age der be de production of a great 
mechanical genius voila, voila. 

Sir J. Butt. (Staring.) What, what, what !—what 
the devil's this! Ods blubbers! what's the uſe o't, Sir Luiſ- 
dore Why, the ſight o'ts enough to give one a. wry 
neck. 


Sir L. Friſky. But it will cure a ſtiff one, They ever 
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you are troubled vid dat complaint—and if you. don't chuſe 


to uſe it for dat; vy, it be very uſeful to kill ſleep, poul- 
try or chopping ſticks, and many oder pititechoſes—if you 
won't put in your head, put in your little hoger, and I 
will ſhew you dat it be tres excellent. 

Sir J. Butt. Vl ſee you damn'd firſt !—piſh, 7 
pſha—P ve no uſe for't at all; take it away damme, take 


it away — or I'll break every bone in your ſkin. (howto: 


Sanſous.) Take it away. 
Sanſous. Der be no law for dat. 


[Exit Sanſous with the guillotine: 
Sir F. Butt. I tell you, Mr Friſæy— tell you, never 
bring any more of thoſe things into my bouſe—withiout” giv- 


ing me notice. = This ſight of that thing has given me a 
confounded griping—l feel as if Thad a whole apothecary's 
ſhop in my inſide. I'm in the devil of a hurry—Come, 
Sir Luiſdore, we'll away to the club—Ods heartlikins! 

- [Exeunt Sir John and Sir Luiſdore. 


Lady Butt. I lay my life he comes home with a good 
ribroaſting. Ves, you will, you old goat; and I'll have a 


laugh at you, when you do come will, old ſquare- toes— 


F will el S  [Exeunt omner. 


SCENE II. 
Ia a little Ale-houſe, pear Billingſpate | 
Enter Sansovs, Bazpasn, and T EARUM. | 
Sanſo us, Bon jour—bon jour—mes comrades, citoyen 
Tearum—comment vat-il—a vord in your ear, Monſieur 
Tearum—Vy do you let your maſter beat you ſo? when Ger 
be no law for't. | 


Trarum. 
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Trarum. Why, you may aſk” him—that's his buſineſs 


and not mine. True, he does give me a ſwinging every 
now and then—but then I take care to deſerve twice as 
much beſides, I have begun to find out, that an unconſcion- 


able thwacking does me a deviliſh deal of good—and that r 
cannot Jive without a regular doſe—PFor do you ſee, you lit- 


tle half ſtary'd tatterdemallion, if we had no winter we ſhould 
not love the winter fire. If J had never been half ſtarv'd, 
I ſhouſd love the full belly—d'ye mind you little Jackal 
and if my maſter did not give me a coof hundred every now 


and then, I could not live. Therefore you ſee—T drink 


my maſter I eat my maſter, and I wear my maſter and 
when L am ſick, my maſter gives me ſuch a doſe, as puts 
me all to rights; and I will aſſure you, my maſter's cane 
will cure all diſeaſes, both of ſoul and body. 

Sanſous. Vy, Monſieur Tearum, your argument be very 
ſtrong—bot where's de proof, de proof, de proof of all dat? 
{ Tearum canes. him.) 

Trarum. Now, don't you find yourſelf a damn'd deal 
better - now, don't you find yourſelf quite at home con- 
tent and comfot table —if not, I'll give you another ſwinging, 
PII affure you it's not too much. {co/laring him. ) - 

Sanſous. Doucement, doucement, vous allez trop vite !— 
Oui! Oui !—je ſuis content reſtez, reſtez, aſſez, reſtez, las 
—van doſe is enough—Je ſui commeil faut —— Quite 
another man. 57 


Tearum. Therefore you ſee I could not live withow! my - 


maſter, nor my maſter without me—So, when I plagues my 
maſter=why, my maſter plagues me—that's all, only he 


— 
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has the trouble of ribroaſting me to the boot. Here 
comes the company we mult pack. 
[ Exeunt ſervants, and Sanſous ſwearing and Pony 
all the way. c 


Enter Sir Sopom SHITTLECOCK, * Sir Pourzr Barris 
DORE, with fix Nout F. 75. Women, and a blanket. 


| | Sir S. Shittlecock. Well you Viragos—have you got all 

| — things in readineſs? have you brought. a capacious blanket 
with you ? you jades, for it muſt be capacious. 

1/t Fiſh woman. Yes, your honour. 

Sir S. Shittlecock. It muſt be done to a tittle, as I told 
you, and he muſt not know we had any hand in't, ſo make 
your own terms as to the price of the buſineſs.—The old 
puncheon himſelf ſhall pay for't afterwards, ha, ha, ha. 

Sir P. Batiledore. Ha, ha, ha; an excellent joke, and 
to make him pay for the fun—that's good, by Jupiter— 
mind, you Huſhes, you give it him well. 

2d Fiſh-woman. Yes, your n he's 2 mon · 
ſtrous weight. | 

Sir S. Shittlecock. I touch'd a little of the yellow this 
morning—T'll ſhare it with you, get ſome gin; ſome gin 
you jades. (Gives them money.) 8 

Sir P. Battledore. Make your own price —only do it 
as it ſnould be, you Huſſies. 


- 


Enter 3d Woman with Gin. ( Singing. 52 
A bird in the hand is worth two in the buſh ; 
A proverb the women, they don't underſtand, O 
For all of them cry when it comes to the puſh. 5 fer 
(Drinks. ) Fal de ral, de dal, dil do. ha 

Song 
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Song by the Fign-Womevw. 
Women. 
Jo toſs the great Butt, why let him come up, 
Why let him come up, why let him come up. 
( T hey drink.) 


PS, 


| We'll toſs and we'll tumble, 
We'll make his guts grumble. 
Marry come up, Marry come up— 
And when we have done, we'll laugh at the fan. 
Marry come up, Marry come up. 

Sir John Butt. (Without. ) A damnation good ſong, 
—A, damn'd good twiſt, by God —blamme, I ſmell the 
ſtrong. (Enters finging, and Exeunt women into another 
room. | 

Old Toby Fill-pot was a merry old ſoul, 
| Was a merry old ſoul, and a merry old ſoul was he. 
And a merry old { Sees Sir Pompey. } 


Ha, Sir Pompey, how do! how do old boy, Sir Sodom! - 


damme, give's your hand. {Sings.} ; 
| O'er a jorum of nappy, 
Quite pleaſant and happy, 
Old Spintext of courſe, 
At the ſign of the horſe. 
Each night took his pipe and his pot. 
J do love a good ſong. { Rubbing his hands.) 
Sir S. Shittlecock. He's in a proper tune—now I'Il at- 
tack him—now's the time, Sir Pompey. (To Sir Jobn. )} 
Oh, Sir John, Sir John—1ve laid out a great ſum in de- 
ſence of your honour this morning —indeed, Sir John, I 
have almoſt rumed myſelf for you. 


Sir 


vs $IR JOUN BUTT. 


Sir Fohn Butt. Poor ſoul—poor honeſt devil come | 
don't look down about it man—you ſhall have it all again; | 
poor ſimple foul—how much was't. | 
Sir S. Shutlecock. Ah, Sir John, I've paid a whole 
month in the advance, to fix companies of new rais'd infan- 
try, for behaving themſelves valiantly in the cauſe of your 
honour—they had a hell of a battle—a deviliſh tight bout 
—all wounded in the front—gallant dogs—brave rogues—— 
all wounded before—no cowards—they fought like Engliſh- | 
men, by my whiſkers, —damme, how they fought ! 
| Sir J. Butt. (Staring. ) *Sblood and thunder—how 
f I do. like to hear o't! Ods zookers! how it warms 
| my old kidneys, to hear how the dogs behave themſelves ! 
| Ods puddins! I do like a wounded bloody battle—oll 
| in the front ! damme, if I don't make them all corporals, 
by G=d! But what did they fall out about? for I can 

never comprehend why my {troops bave ſo many terrible 

| bouts at it—Ods heart! Sir Sodom—1I never know thas | | 

what did they quarrel about, Sir Sodom? . 
Sir S. Shittlecock. Why, the diſputes aroſe thus, Sir 

5 John ſome bullys, Braggadocios,—ſome damnation mobbing 

raſcals, had the impudence to call your worſhip a cuckold. 

3 Sir J. Butt. Cuckold! Eh! what, what, cuckold ! 
To how the devil have I got into this bog. ( Forcing a laugh.) 9 

O the ſly boots !—damme its true, as as ſure as a gun its goſ- 0 

pel, ha, ha, ha. { To Sir Sodom.) A cuckold ! ha, ha, e: 

ba—1 hope the rogues have got a dreſſing for their impu- * 
dence! ho, ho, Aide.) So I have found you out at halt, ** 

my Lady —bave I— I've caught you in the fact at laſt, you 8 
jade I haye—cuckold ! piſh ! fudpe ! I won't think on't— 
well, 


Im ©, %&. 2 -:@ 
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well, Sir Sodom, what didſt thou advance? It ſhall never 
be ſaid that Sir John let his friends accuſe him of iograti- 
tude—damme. ( Pulls out his long necked purſe.) |; 
Sir F. Slittheeock, A trifling ſum, Sir John —I would 


not have mentioned it, only I am a little low or ſo—a little 
low ia the ready, that's all, that's all, Sir John— trifle 


only! —Ninety-nine Pound, nineteen and ninepence three- 
farthings—aine eights and a half, for preventing your bo- 
nour from being called a cuckold. 

Sir Jobn Butt. An unconſcionable ſum, an aominable 


| Num, for telling the truth! Cuckold! Eh! Od rabbit it, I 


won't think on't. Well, it muſt be paid; if it was a piece 


| ofmy own hide flead off by the rogues themſelves—count 


thaf. (Gives him a handful of money.) 
Sir S. Shittlecock. Now's your time, Sir Pompey—ſtrike 
while its hot—at him you dog, his hand's in. | 
Sir P. Battledore. Why, Sir John, Pm quite a differ- 
ent ſort. of a man ſince you had the pleaſure of ſeeing me 
laſt—you ſee, Sir John, I've parted with my pigtail, to keep 
your honour company; I paid L. 9:9: 9. to a barber to 
dock me—all to oblige your honour, (+ Sir [Jana flaring ae 
him. ) f 
Sir S. Shittlecock. Now, Sir Pompey, it's my turn a 
gain— I'll have tother twitch at his right elbow I've turn'd 
over a new leaf, Sir John—you ſee I've got my whiſkers 
cabbag'd a little ; I did not like parting with them; but it 
was all to oblige you, all to keep you compaay, Sir John; 
only a little of the yellow. 5l. 155. 5 Kd. that's all, atrifle, 
to keep you in countenance—a trifle, your worſhip. 
Sir J. Batt. Trifle: Eh! O you extravagant dogs, 
| | D TER | you 


+ 
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you are the ruin of me. There, take my purſe (throws 
his purſe) between you—for you have made the neck o't 
as long as a halter, which I begin to think is the fitte(t 
thing you've left me] am ſick of this world—this damn'd 
knaviſh world; it's a weary life this! 

[Exeunt Sir Pompey and Sir Sodom, laughing. 


Enter Fisa-Wonmety from bebind the curtain. 

Sir Jobn Butt, Hey-day—what the devil's all this! 
what's the matter no w]? (The Billingſgate women lay hold 
'of Sir Fohn, kiſs him, pull of his wig, and put him into the 
blanket. ) ; 
| Sir J. Butt. O you jades! O you devils! O you gip- 


ſeys! O you ſtrumpets ! I ſpy what you would be at—l 
. do—(they toſs lim.) Ods bobbins—all hell's broke looſe, 


ho, ho, (Enter Sir Luiſdore Friſty e and ſinging, lab, 
lal, la; lat, lal, lal, la. 

Sir J. Butt. Dama your ſinging, you ſon of a fea- 
cook. {They toſs bim, There 1 go! there again! that's 


your fort! I wonder what hornpipe they call this! 


Rot it, it makes ones tibbs ach damnably— there I go 
again! Peery; Buttons; fleſh and guts can't bear this! 
for Chriſt's ſake, Sir Luiſdore, draw and deliver me 
from theſe dama'd bitches—or, Sir Luiſdore, lend me that 
rapier of thine—rot it, there again. ¶ Eater Paddy laugh- 
ing.) O my ſides! we're all in the ſuds, Paddy 

Sir L. Friſty. Ma foi vous etes tres impolie, you be 
very impolite, vor not tanking theſe jollie Ma'mſelles, for 
de very great honour they do you. 


Sir J. Butt. They do! do they! I only wiſh you had 
a taſte 


Mu 


— 
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a taſte o't for your ſake—whew ! hold a hand there! not 
ſo faſt, rabbit it, theſe are rounſers. 

Sir L. Friſky. En verits vous etes un eſpece de Cochon ! 
bat while you amuſe yourſelf with theſe ladies, I'll away and 
amuſe myſelf vid your wife, adieu, adieu. Exeunt Sir 
Luifdore and Sanſous, '{/inging. ) _—_— danſons, le 
Carmigaole—vive le ſon, &c. 


Si F. Butt. Adieu, adieu—by the teeth of Jeſus — | 
we're up to the ears Paddy—Q you devils! I'll pay you 
for all this there I go it ! O you ſtrumpets ! there again! 


J mount like a mercury! O you huſſies! there I fly it !— 
the devil catch me here again, if I once get fairly off! there 
again ! hot cockles ! Gads babs! ho, ho, ſtop, ſtop—you 
trulls, you've put my great toe out of its place for God's 
ſake, you jades, let me out, do! - 
1/ Woman. Will you go home quietly then? 
Sir J. Butt. O you gipley ! damme, there again! yee, 
ves, yes you bitches, let me ont, and 1'l trudge — I' wad- 


dle as ſober as a judge, damme—only let me out, and PII 


take leg by jingo. 


2d Woman, Without any noiſe and rioting ? 


Sir J. Butt. Yes, that I will—lf I had teen fuddled 
when ] fell into your hands, this would have ſet all to 
- rights.- Singt. ] Dulce domum, domum—dulce domum 
melks domum. { They let him out. ) 


3d Woman. There you old cadger, if you don't trudge 
ſoberly, this is but three ſkips of a louſe, to what you {hall , 


have next time. 
Sir J. Butt. Ods filh, a wink's as good as a nod to a 
blind _ Come, Paddy, let's be packing—ler's be jogg- 
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ing—ſhove me a little by the ſhoulder Paddy. { Paddy 
ſhoves him genily.) Gently, gently, for I'm damn'd fore 
about the ſides. {Sings.) Dulce domum, &c. Stop, 
Paddy—harkee ! I ſay, my wife muſt not know of all this, 
ſhe would be damnation jealous if ſhe ſhould ſmoke what I've 
been at with theſe Iadies—this was only a new dance, Pad- 
dy, on the tight rope—you're not acquainted. with the world 
Paddy—this is nothing extraordinary—only a hornpipe, a 


new faſhion*d hop or ſo—the firſt leſſon was a little hard 


to come at, but I lik'd it amazing'y—but you mult be mum, 
mum you dog, or you will make my wife confoundedly 
jealous. | | 

Padiy., Yes, your honour. {Stifling a laugh.) But, 
I fay, if your worſhip lik'd that new faſhion'd hop on the 
blanket ſo amazingly, why did your worſhip make ſo many 
wry mouths at it ? | 

Sir F. Butt. Blanket ! you dog! 

Paddy. Tight. rope, your honour ; yes, you ſeem'd to 
enjoy it woundedly—you did, your honour ; you cry'd it 
was mighty good—but you made moſt frightſul faces at it. 

Sir J. Butt. O not at all, not at all, I was only hum- 
ming a tune to ſavg the expence of a ſiddler— lik'd it a- 
mazingly, ſo mum, you raſcal. | : 

' 1 Paddy. Yes, your honour ſeem'd to enjoy it wonder- 
fuily. . | 
 * [ Exeunt Paddy and Sir John. Enter the Billingſgate 
women, Sir Pompey, and Sir Sodom, they laugh hearti- 

ly at Sir John. And Exeunt omnes. | 


SCENE 
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SCENE III. 
5 Y In Sta Jonny Burr's Houſe. . 
| Sts Joux, Solus. 
Sir J. Bull. Cuckold! That's a bitter pill for thee, 


Sir John—although thy ſwallow would take down a Bolus 


of any ſize—cuckold ! by Jupiter it muſt be true—for Sir 
Sodom heard them call me cuckold, and cuckold. I muſt be 
— cuckold : what the worſe am I of being a cuckold! but 
then the name o't ! the reputation of being an old cuckold ! 
Eh! there's the ſtraw that tickles now will my reputation be 
ſcalded in every whore's tea-pot—by cuckold making knaves 
— wounds ! how they will whiſper it.about, round and round 


like a tea-totum; how many puiblind euckolds will run their 


horns plump into my face, and ſneer and thavk God they've 
honeſt wives—O my reputation—the capital from which IL 
draw my intereſt in reſpe& from men ;—Alas ! a bedgebill 
is laid at thy root—and ail thy vernal buds are ſhrinking, 
as they feared to face the ſun of infamy—O my reputation 


thou'rt now turn'd out a tru'l for every beaſt of ſin—a Butt 


for every poppy's tongue to ſpit it's ſtaver on, till thou art. 
hack'd and jaded quite! when none ſhall mind thee—=O 
my reputation! my reputation! Why, what a thing is 


man? he thrives by chance—a proud, a blind; and pamper'd 
thing, with chance his nurſery maid—and ſhe as fickle as, a 
green ſick girl! a reptile! an inſect! a tick! a bug that 
feeds upon the hip of friends ! then vomits out its nauſeous 
- advlation, and ſucks, and lives, and ſmiles another day 


But once the peeviſh patron finds a qualm—off drops the- 


bug, for other bugs to tread on—O, Sir John, thov'rt ſure- 


ly play'd. upon by theſe wags, theſe fawning grey-hound 
| D 3 puppies 
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puppies ! yet. they ſwore they were my Aevnch friends, ay 
would ſtand by me to the laſt—T am honeſt why, then ſo 


are they, that's as plain as a ow ſtaff—Cuckold ! wounds! 


L won't think on't. ( Singe.) 
Hark away ! hark away ! (Enboraſ?4). 

Talie, talio—Cuckold ! Faugh! 
| Gad's flubbers and blubbers and lubbers, d'ye ſee— 
Cuckold! for bleeding, and tooth- -drawing, and cabbaging, 

and fawing—— | 
Dicky Goſſip is the man, 
Dicky Goſſip is the man—ods fiſh ! 

'Cuckold ! The ruſh light, the ruſh light, the little farthing 
* ruſh light! fough! | 

The pigs they lie with their a—s bare 

I heard the good parſon palaver one day. 

Cackevd't fough ! lero lero, bullen a la, | 
lero, lero, lilly bur lero. Ads - babbins ! 
who comes here? (Enter- _ Butt, and Paddy laughing 
at him.) 

Sir J. Butt. e Ha, ay ket A damn'd 
good joke, wasn't it? | 

Lady Buit. Well, Paddy, how was it? let's hear? 


Paddy. Why, I told your Ladyſhip as how he was 


by practiſing a new ſtep on the tight-rope, arrah, by Jeſus 
though I muſt not tell your Ladyſhip—as his honour ſays 


it would make you confoundedly jealous, In our country 
they calb'd it.— Being e in a blanket. But he liked it 


mightily—— 


Sir J Butt. ( Fjings, de Fo it — dee Paddy) 
Mam, mum, r you'll let the cat out of the bag. 


Paddy. 
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Paddy. Od rabbit herl—T can't keep her quiet, (he 
ſcratches ſo confoundedly—blamme,; I'll ſet her noſe out, 
for the benefit of the freth air, or elſe ſhe'll choakx. 


. - Sir J. Butt. Rot her, never mind her choaking 


Lady Butt. Sir John! what, in the name of wonder, 
are you making ſuch abominable faces about? | 
Sir J. Butt. (Embarraſſed. ) Nothing, nothing; not 


at all, my Lady—Lord how My cores ach ! — how 


they pinch 

Lady Butt. Well, Putty and how did he come at the 
new ſtep? how was it, Paddy ? 

Paddy. { Laughing.) Try if you can't gueſs, for it is a 
ſecret ; I mult not e r it will _ your LA. 


ſhip jealous. ' 


Sir 7. Butt. Keep the cat ſafe,” you Toad, or PI 
throttle you, by G-d— will, you mongrel. 


Paddy. Yes, your honour ! but ſhe ſcratches like a dam- 


nition 0d rabbit her, I'll let her out==( Laughing « at 
Sir Jobn. ] Now don't be jealous — 


Lady Butt. "Why, what's the matter, Sir John ? what 
| are you making thoſe frightful faces about? 


Sir J. Butt. Nothing—not at all-—nothing, my Lady 


only a bone—a bone, or ſomething hard here, ſticks in the 
wrong road, that's all. {To Paddy.) Mum, mum, you 
4. or I am as dead as a door- nail damn her Ccrarch- 


Od ſuds! this is a hot birth ! —— 


155 Butt, Come, Paddy, you may tell; no body mall 


be angry with you. - 


Paddy. Blamme, an I will tell, it's a ound pity to ſpoil | 
a good laugh. Why, ma'am, his worſhip has been told 


Sir 
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Sir F. Butt. Dammit; you'll on all, you Jackanapes. 
I cut your throat for this, I will. | 
| Lady Butt. What's the matter now, Sir John : 
Sir J. Butt. Nothing at all, at all only a flight touch 
b of the tooth. ach, my "my that's na The dickins, how 
it twitches! *_ | 
Lady Butt, Well, Pay, he hae be angry with you; 


OD —— 


Paddy. Well, then, as ; your Laidyſhip deſired me, I 


followed my maſter down to the Club —and there 1 heard 


my maſter's voice, crying out for help: So up ſtairs went I, 
and there I faw (ix [tout Rillingſgate; Fiſhwizes teaching my 
| maſter to · cut capers in a blanket.--He ſwears he enjoyed 
it amazingly ; only he was afraid your Ladyſhip ſhould be 
jealous of him. As ut was a new-faſhioned ſtep, he faid it 

made his ribs ach a linle, or ſo, at firſt. Now don't be 
jealous--ha, ha, ha. 1 g Ret 
Lady Butt, Ha, ba, ha! Sir Jobn, d'ye think that I'm 
jealous ? Ha, ha, ha. 7 | 
Sir J. But. Go and be TAKES wat 
Lady Butt. I hope they gave it you to your heart's - 
content. A. pretty ſtory to tell! So you lik'd it amazing: 
ty? Ay, Sir John, I'm not jealous, my Lamb. | 
Sir J. Bu. Go to hell——(.4 Ballad finger without, 
| Jnging. ) 
Sir J Butt. (Phar'd. ) A_damoqtion. good Tong l 
I do love a good ſong, damme,—do call her in, call her in. 
Il have a ſong to chear my old heart. I will—call her 
in, damme—T'll ſing the chorus —0 my old reins n 
| excellent ſong, by G-d. | 


a 


Zuler 


— 


— 


= > 
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Enter a BA Sven, with a parcel of Boys follow- 
ing her. > 

% Bey. A capital fong—Jack, eh! 

2d Boy. An excellent ballad that. 

34 Boy. A damn'd funny one! ay, huſh! 

Woman. (Crys.) An excellent new ſong gentlemen, 


only a halfpenny a roy a halfpenny a piece, gentle- 


men! 

Sir John Dink 8 begin; lem all on fire—l do 
love a good ſong, damme, I do. e hit hands. ) I'll 
be chorus, | 

Sous: (ings) 0 t 
One day in à blanket-was tofs'd a great Butt— 

Sir N Butt. Fudge 2 

Woman, ' His name was Sir John, 4 ba- Pau 

Sir J. Butt, Pin 
| Lady Butt. Why, you're out, Sit n 
right chorus. 

Woman. And when in the air his heels were apranging— 

Sir J. Butt: Piſhy fudge ! a damn'd bad en 
fough! _ 


Lady Butt. Why, Sir Jobs, I do love a good Gs 


eh !——( Laughing. ) 
Sir J. Butt. You be damn'd | 
Wom. He ſwore to his wife, it was only rope · dancing 
Sir J. Butt. Ods nieves! You jade get out; if erer 


you ſing that ſong again, I'll be the denth of you. ¶ Beats 


ter out. 4 Splatter, O maile! 


- 
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Enter Pappr atth another Sang. 
Paddy. (Sings. ) 
And while he was dancing and prancing on- high, 
He ſwore that the cobwebs benighted the e 
Sir John Butt. - The dickins on't, there again! 
Paddy. He eall'd for his broom-ſtick——— — 
Sir J. Butt. ( Beating him.) - You Cur, I' beat your 


Pate into a cuſtard, if I hear any more of your palayer z 


I'll teach you to ſing that damn'd nonſenſe, you rafcal. 


Paddy. Why, your Honour, it's all true;; and your 
worſhip ſaid as how a good ſong would cool your old kid- 
neys—and as how your honour was all on fire. 

Sir F. Buul. S'neddikins ! thou Iſraelitel if I don't! 
—( Enter Nurſe, running and fereaming lo Sir Fobn.) 

Sir J. Butt. Heyday | we're broke out in x freſh place 
— What's all this caterwauling about? 

Nurſe.” O dear, dear! my love! my life ! my. \ hove ! 


my all is loſt ! O my Grecia! my darling Child is loſt } 
Lach Butt, O we're all undone! O the 4. ſweet 


Girl What's become of her ? „ 
Sir J. Butt, What, what, what, what the devil's all 


this about? Bring me my broom- ſtick, damme, Pl] find her 
if ſhe's above board. — Oh! I could almolt play the woman 


with theſe old eyes of mine. Oh, Nurſe, Nurſe! N is a 


r blow. * { Weeps.) 


" Nurſe. (Weeps.) To ſee thy hindu ics OY thou 


kind honeſt creature—On ſuch a heart as thine for Heav'n 


to wreak its ire! Oh, ty ould make a ſtone weep! Oh! was 


it not inhuman to rob thee of the ſweeteſt roſe that ever 


grew in Paradiſe. On its ſweet boſom all thy bleſs did reſt 
—0n 
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Toon its ſweet boſom all thy: hope did ſmile, O, ſuch a flow'r 
ne'er bluſt'd to welcome early Phoebuc's gentle ray, or clos d 


its little leaves upon the dulcet dews of eve, O my old 


maſter, we mult find her, or all is loſt—and we ſhall ſiad 


her; for ſome ſweet angel bids my bbſom hope. | 
Sir 7. Butt. Bleſſings on you, Nurſe, for chearing an 
old man's heart. 1 had almoſt ſaid amen, and welcom'd 
death: Ves, Lady Butt, this is all your doing, in gir- 
ing that Rip · rap ſon-of-a-whore ſuch liberties in my houle, 
Now, by the God that made mie, if I find him, I'll cudgel 
him to his heart's content. Ill rub him down, I will, dam- 


me. C Going. 


Enter Baxbasn and Te4kvM, with a Bali who -_ 
1 Sir John a Letler. 


. Sir F. Butt. {Reade.), Confulion upon confulion't 


One misfortune, kicks up the heels of another. My two 
; friends in a Spunging-houſe ! By the Lord, Harry Mr 


| Bailiff, let them out, let them dut. I'll become bound for 


them. I'll pawn myſelf for the ready damme! O, Sir 
Sodom, and Sir Pompey !-—Only let them out, Mr Bailiff! 
| —O you; two 'unmuzzled Curs, you are the rvination of 
me! Fetch me to the Spunging-houſe, Mr Balif—I' not 
deſert you, you Dogs, damme. 43 | Exit. 


| SCENE V. FORE 
In a little crowded Ale bouſe, Sin Luteport and Gxcr4, 
ſitting with the Billing/gate ae drinling, "4" rat 
hands and OR: 3 
All 


% 
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All. (Singing.) Danſons, sos, le carmignole, vive 


le ſon, vive Je fon——{( A great noiſe without.) _ 
Sir I. Friſky. Dit donc, dit donc —je dis, mes conci- 
toyennes Vat day of the month. is dis? 

1/t Fiſh-Woman. This is the ſirſt of * —9— 
Your mightineſs!— 

Sir L. Friſty. Mon Dieu, you have nnd me ho de 
cold ſweat; for I have dreamt one night, dat on the ſirſt of 
June I met with dat great beaſt, John Butt, and he gave 
me a confounded baſting vid dat great battoon dat he car- 
ries in his right hand! (A noiſe without, } Voila un coup 


de foudre ! Mon Dieu ——( Enter Sir Fohn Butt, without © 


bis flick.) ; 
Sir J. Butt. Ho, ho, I've found you out, have 12 


yes, I remember you, you Jades, I do-——O you traitor ! 
O you deceitful ſon of a bitch ! This is the way you come 
to court, my Grecia, You ſhan't have her till you are cur'd 
of your mad pranks. 

Sir IL. Frifty. ( Sings. ) Lal, lal, la. / Points to a 
pair of ſtacks.) Regardez, regardez, voila—un pair des pan- 
talons pour vous pute tre — dey be too ſmall for your groſs 
jambe Vous mangez trop de Buddin—de jollie mamſelles 
vill try if your breeches vill anſwer your thick legs. {The 
- Fiſhwives come to lay hold of him.) | 

Sir F. Butt. You will, aye? O you devils! Stand a- 
loof, keep back, hold off. 0. D. — They Ain. him, 


and put him into the Hoc le. a 
Sir J. Butt. Faith I'm in fort was ever a bull 0 


baited : Ods bobbs ! Here I fit like a cyni- Hold out of 
my 
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my moon-ſhine there=O you trulls ! O you baggages Te 
better let me out, you had, damme. 

Sir L. Friſky. Nez vous pas content la. (Sings. . 
Lal, lal, la. {Embraces Grecia. ) | 

Grecia. And can you ſee me, father, in ſuch diſtreſs, 
without ane word of comfort? /weeps. ) 

Sir J. Butt. S'blood and wounds—hot as ſulphur— 
why now, this is hell-itfelf ! S'lud ! I can't bear it! 


| Enter Sin Sonom and Six Pomrer. 
Sir J. Butt. Bleſſings on your ſoncy faces, gentlemen; 
you're as welcome as a ſhower after ſix weeks drought, 
damme—O Sir Sodom and Sir Pompey— I'm ſure this 
makes your old hearts bleed—now for thy war denounc- 
ing inſtrument—now for that great thing of thine—ſmite 
my old bones ! now for't, Sir Sodom. 

Sir S. Shiltlecock. Whew !—S0 there you are! ſitting 
like an old hen turkey !—why, don't you know that I ne- 


ver fight myſelf—my ſervant does thoſe jobs—here he 


comes. (Enter Bardaſb with the inflrument of. war, and 
ſmoking his pipe.) Now, only tell him what you'll have 


done! But I fancy you muſt touch him in the firſt place 


you underſtand me !—the old tale—my cock — My enemies 
are yours, Sir John —only touch him with a little of the 
ready and tell him what's to be done. 

Sir J. Butt. (Staring.) Why, you're ſmit in 1 your | 
upper timber !-—what's. to be W to "_ me of 


| theſe rats, mice, and fiſhwives ? 
'» Bardaſb. But does not your honour know, that no ia- 


un will work without oil. | | 
E Sir 7: Dutt. 
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e J. Butt. Neceſlity has no law-—Ods ape rd * 


it here. 

Bordeſb. — Money aku the 
mare to go—T muſt touch à little in * an e 
ſmack me ? 

Sir John Butt. Your damn'd TRY bene 
vou theft vicious tricks, you knave—0 this ingratitude is 
worſe than Piſmire's ſtings O Sir Pompey, Sir Pompey! 
my only friend—now you have an opportunity of ſhew- 
ing yourſelf to be a man and a balf—to a friend in à dam- 
nation pickle—draw thy tremendous ſabre, Sir Pompey, 
now for't—S*}ud doſt hear! what, doſt ſtand about !the 
nan's aſleep ſure mT Calling.) © Ho! ! on bo N 


(uli. 


Sir P. Bartladbre. Gt . abi ho! A" 


is confounded blunt, Sir John, to ſet it to rights will take 
a little of the yellow—a little of the ready—As T know 


you're purſe is low at preſent, let me have your wig to 
pawn—and Pl talk. to you about fghtiog © afterwards. 


, 


Sir J. Butt. Pm dreaming, damme—with my eyes o- 


pen—it muſt be ſo—it can't be otherwiſe—ſure—by Je- 


ſus I'm awake I feel I am. / Sings.) Fal deral, dal tit; 


tit, faldera Tum, ti tum, ti tum, ti, ti wm, m- 
I'm broad en s on't. A 


; nn | 


Lady Butt. O Sir John, Sir John — Pm glad —_ 


Et ets pany rn Ye 


you into this Todle pics. * | 
E 7 Bun. 
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Sir J. Butte: . Looſe, my Lady, . REI: tos * 
tight, if that's all—they pinch confoundedly. „ RoR 
© Nurſe... O wy Grecia! O my ſweet girl, bleſſings on 
ts lutle foul here, Sir John, I've brought you your _ 
broomſtick. Giving him his flaff.) If you had had * 
your ſtaff with you, you would not have been there. 
Lad Bui. I'm glad d't, nurſe, he deſerves it all. | 
| Sar. J. Butt. There, good ;nyrſe, I've got my broom- 
ſtick, and I don't care a fig for them all——and as for you, | 
you Tany, ¶ To Sir Lui/dore. ) | T'll duſt your FREE? 4 
Jou caper, you knave, I Will. 
Lr I. Frifey. Comment comment : abe ne! 1 
defendez vous, tireg votre eſcopette. | ; V 
Sir S. Shittlecack. Here will be pepperiog 0 on't.— a | 
1% that I'll be out of the p- arts; Ne 
mind, fir Luiſdore, I ſtand neuter ! keep off—koep off | | 
ind, Sir Jahn, you don't touch me I'm only a locker 3 
ona amateur, that's all—-mind how n | 
men — don't board me 11 
Sir P. Baitledore. And I'll only. defend ah ell that's 
as much as I can do—So, Sir John, God bleſs you. 
Sir S. Shittlecock, Ay, God bleſs /him—I'm a ſhy 
cock — Boys, I'm neuter, mind that. | 
[Exeunt Sir Sodom and Sir Pompey. 
Sir J. Butt. ¶ Brandiſbing his cudgel.) Ha, ha, ha! , | 
damme, now I'm arm'd at all points—and haye all my "13 
| friends about me, in a good cauſe—and I don't care a ft 
e | forchewhok Guad—O you EC, damn'd ſneaking 
raſcals. 
Nurſe. Well faid, oy fn He de ad 
tt, E 2 


* 
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the world may. vex, but cannot break. - Ia the end," cour- 
age never fails of ſucceſs the morn may lour but the ſun 
e'er night, with placid ru ys, ſhall fs the gd den inain that 
waſhes ali our rocky ſhyres,: an! fn: tle its Cxecteſtion fair 
Bchaim's iſle, and true. borr Britonz with hearts ann 
—hail the holy baam. ; . FL 
Sir J. Butt If L belie a Brita name, damme; zo 
PI give them fair play to boot—this firſt of Jane ſhall 
{hine a {tar of glory, reſulgent in the Britiſh annals aud 
fiery ſpirits yet unborn hall hear it told, kindling into ar- 
' dour at the name of Britons—-ſo have at it. {Sir Fol 
bran diſhes his broomflick, Lreaks looſe, - alarms ' the houſe, and 
beats Sir Luiſdore and: Sh 22 % „ een andes * 
Sir L. Friſty. veadeBee ve de 00, le . | 
le Ccquin--le Bete impolie. 2 
Sanſour: Reſtez, reltez, la ah reſtez, reſin; ot 
cement le diable—der de no law for dat—attendez, aflez, 
„ caquin. | Exeunt running, Sir Luiſdore, and Sanſpus. 
ir J. Butt. Takes Grecia by the kand, and they ing 
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